70                                TRAVEL
"Once/1 he said, stopping suddenly, "I winters
in Egypt!" and he came a little nearer for con-
versation. "Alexandria! I got pinched there. Big
black bobby arrests me. Well, charge me, I ses,
charge me. You can't lock me up unless you
charge me. Oh, couldn't 'e ? The beak gives me a
good talkin* to. Lazy beggar, I am. Well, I ses,
I ain't done nothin'. No, but you will, he ses.
Well, I ask you, is that justice? Then 'e tells 'em
to take me to the consul, and 'e gives me a job
on a ship. So I goes on her to Port Said, and I
clears out there. But them Gippies don't give
nothin' fer music. They's never 'eard of 'Aida.' "
"Have you?" I asked, startled, and he began
to whistle an air of Radames.
"Well," I said, "I must be going. I've got to
get up in the morning, you know."
"I do know," he retorted. "I wouldn't 'ave a
job like yours, Mister, for a farm. Could you
let us 'ave 'alf a dollar without missin' it? You
blokes get good money now," he added, whim-
sically. "You're a toff, Mister, one of the old
breed. Give my love to dear old England."
Darkness came down over the sea as Jack and
I descended the hill road into Savona, The cafe
lights were cheerful along the streets, and we
were sharp-set for food and drink. And while
we tarried there, and I smoked a pipe over the
last of the Chianti, I saw him again, across the
street. He was playing a jiggety tune in front of